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Unit & Universe 
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Line in nature is not found; 
Unit and universe are round; 
In vain produced, all rays return; 
Evil will bless and ice will burn. 
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The Word 



The Word 



All that I am I owe 
To ancestors who thrived 
On piteous small bread 
Yet kept the word alive. 
Given by sire to son. 
It made of me a man. 

And what I learned as child 
(I bless the morning light) 
Fled me as I grew up ; 
Still, blood abides its freight 
Nor lets it wholly drown: 
It comes into its own. 

I sought incertitude 
And lost a freshet world; 
Access no longer mine. 
The burden of the word 
Made me too grievous ill, 
Shut out by my own wall. 

I turned, a penitent. 
To my ancestral hearth; 
The word rose as the sun 
And cleansed me of my wrath; 
Again it rose as star 
At my unspoken prayer. 



New England Spring 



spring never was as chill as it is now. 
There had been others when a spiky leaf. 
The hue of apple-green, leaped from the mulch 
Against the brown impoverished debris. 
The wind a canticle at earth's renewal. 

How long ago that was, as if to tease 

All actuality : for snow has gone, 

As frost. What keeps is the astringent air. 

As every mound its gray-beard grass in clumps. 

Bristling and rough as an old man's chin. 

To evening sky the evening star returns. 
Ascends once more to its elliptic node 
To prink the atmosphere, a frozen gem, 
Endazzled on the surface where it climbs. 
New England springs are colder than they were. 



Churchyard at Deptford 

{Christopher Marlom) 



From the stone coffin, I 
Scooped up limed grit and sand 
Of what had been a man; 
I held him in my hand. 

I held him in my hand, 
Who suffered me to know 
What air had burnt to dust 
Three hundred years ago. 



/ Lie Alone 



I lie alone: I breathe, I think, I dream. 
I wake in nightmare at the dawn of sleep 
To silences unspeakable as noise 
Filtrating solitude that has me creep 
Under the cover to snuggle in the flesh 
Of my beloved in drowse, as on the shelves 
The moonUght whitens Frost and Foscolo. 
I lie alone, yet lie with many selves. 

I lie with all my selves : I breathe, I think. 
I dream, not sleeping, as if dream were all; 
I drown whole worlds and it is 1 1 drown; 
My third eye oversees the ritual : 
My soul would fly my flesh, my flesh my soul 
Myself World-Light for the enormous Light 
I catch a glimpse of in my universe. 
I lie alone in an unending night. 

I lie alone, my senses felled as slash. 

I breathe, and breath is all, as being is ; 

The moon picks up the Poems of Li-Po, 

As I return again to certainties : 

No end to endless change. I lie alone. 

Hushed on the surface of a dazzling stream: 

The fijiite and the infinite are one. 

Awake once more, I breathe, I think, I dream. 



Wintering 



Gone are the loved ones, gone. 
Who gave the earth its dole! 
As on my shoulder age 
Places a gentle stole 
It cannot stop the slow 
Wintering of the soul. 

Warm was the blood once, warm! 
Now as I walk alone, 
It shudders in the vein 
And trembles on the bone. 
While all the loved ones wait 
To claim me as their own. 



Hartford Poet 

{Essence of an Encounter) 

Desire for the apogee of sun 

is in this light; the pyramidal larch 

gathers to its yellowing linear leaves 

the flash of brightness given by sun and air. 

The brown pagoda in Elizabeth Park 

is a mandarin in harsh habiliments 

of dry sharp thorns and twisted briers towering 

over rose arches where no roses are. 

It is not yet noon; day vaults to solar height; 
the autumnal atmosphere is shifting from 
warm to cool to warm in tried responses. 
Slow up, said Wallace Stevens, look at the larch. 

The way the light encrusted the gold glints 
shut out the logic of the busy world 
a traffic-jam away, where none had time 
to note the season's affluence in foliage. 

On Westerly Terrace an old neighbor died, 
making him visible to eternity; 
a voice in me cried stop before a church 
as we drove on; a voice beside me spoke 

of fruit, G. Fox, insurance, and the bleak 
meanings of poetry. I: meanings in words 
unmake a poem's sense; a poem lives 
in newness, is unique as any "I" who is. 



He : configuration is the thing that counts, 
mine as agaiDst just anyone's notation; 
I've come to terms with no one but myself, 
and so I hear a purer water-music 

someone will overhear. There was accord 
between the light in us and light in day; 
my hometown glittered in the man I spoke to; 
my hometown his, a business life's adoption. 

He knew this city, took full being from it, 

no less than from that panoramic larch, 

its boughs sun-sinewed with fecund nodes of fire, 

than from the things we talked of into town. 

Speech stilled us to accomplished silences, 
and when I left him at the fruiterer's, 
an old-timer's place as modern as old age, 
on Front Street aflEconting by its architecture, 

the keen clean sound of him was in my head, . 
the opulence of sun a coronal 
for the rock crystal brilliance of his mind, 
deft as the captured concept in a poem. 



Saint Francis in the Square 

(To Carlo Betocchi) 

Before The Angelicum 
Saint Francis leans over the water basin 
and talks to the birds; his smile is warm 
(wisdom's own) in bronze; the birds are welcome 
to drink, rest, listen to his words. Saint Francis 
leans ever; the brightness of cut flowers in his arms 

enhances 

the square. Whose flowers? I wonder. 
They must be changed at times I've not been there. 
From morning mist to dusk nine different days 
I came to him. Once in a clap of thunder, 
once in the rain, not once in sun. (Does Milan have sun?) 
Yet Saint Francis smiles with never thought of praise 

from anyone. 

Who understands diminutive speech 
in silence more articulate than words? 
The birds, who at aU hours past the flowers, alight 
upon the shifting light of bronze and perch 
upon his habit or his head to purchase rest 
until an untoward instant rouses such unquiet 

in the breast 

they rise full-winged, not to rise too late, 
fly to high tension wires or to nests in eaves, 
wait till stillness falls as snow on fallen snow 
before they return to him, who can outwait 
rmlleniums their crises— this patient saint. 
Is it nearly seven hundred years since Giotto 

first used t'^ paint ? / 



For, Saint Francis, in Assisi 
I walked from San Pietro to your basilica 
built by Fra Elia to your blessed soul, 
and I, a Jew, was not at all uneasy 
on Monte Subasio. No bird claimed flight in air, 
when in the weeping veil your nearness stole 

upon me there. 

I touched the earth pulse underfoot. 
The sun consumed the mist to light the air 
to render green fields visible and new 
as their original. (The glistening root 
owns its sustaining source.) In the arches of the mall 
I found your fount of gentleness : You 

speak to all 

the world. In bronze, those eyes 
are turned forever to the water basin, 
as if God meant that seeing' s but for birds, 
and not for strangers outside the inner guise 
of a-mortal speech. Back in Milan the wind 
coughed in my face, whistled downscale in broken thirds 

as it spinned 

a crazy wheeze about the tower. 
That night, the last in my beloved Italy, 
before The Angelicum: Saint Francis, sheathed in rime, 
and in his arms, frozen to bits of ice— flowers, 
their gold heads pinched in cold. The campanile warning 
the hour was late, I left, slept a little, made the train on time 

next morning. 
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Elegy 



(To the memory ofR.S.0.) 



The breath of music that you were 

Does not negate the agate sky 

Or minimize this difficult day 

Of your departure. There was a hint 

Of early spring this soft-iced morning; 

Rimed wet, the birch's twigs were bleak 

As talons in the watered air; 

A blackbird stitched across the snow 

A short-lived temporary suture 

On worn-down melting drifts. Absurd, 

Your artist Ufe but half-begun. 

Sweet child, in this disquieting year 

To leave us desolate!, the burr, 
A knothead in your heart; the wry 
Rough cruel visitation, a 
Deleterious growth, unspent 
In its malevolence. The warning 
Given, we waited silent, weak. 
Incredulous the lovely fair 
Shy being that was you should go so 
Soon to the benumbing future. 
The breath of music overheard. 
Not even the resentful sun 
Can quite shut out, my dear, my dear! 



// 



Remonstrance 



As often as I have been told 
To disesteem the shining gold 
In favor of a wayward star 
That burns to tell us what we are; 
And since my dust no less refined 
Than darker ore as yet unmined 
Will be assayed its final worth 
Long after the compulsive earth 
Has it immured, I think it may 
Not be impertinent to say 
The heart needs stars to live secure 
And a little gold to keep it pure! 
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The Song Ingathered 

{At the grave of William Rose Benit) 



In the sluices of the vein 
The metric of my noble art 
Strikes in code upon my heart 
An obscure hieroglyph of pain 

That neither tongue nor thought subdues. 
The witless presage mind must spurn, 
As weathered words of wisdom burn. 
Contains its brightness as a fuse. 

And so I give my craft its praise 
In lauds the heart has made my own; 
I hear within the sullen bone 
And marrow, music brief as day's. 

The instant dwindles, much as light 
Finds refuge in the challenged shade; 
My stern craft, never meant for trade. 
Corrects imbalance as I write; 

And I am humble as I wear 
My lyre strung in miniature. 
Knowing sweet song may not endure 
As my heart gathers fire from air. 
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Perspectives 



Richer Loam 



Everyman dies every day 
Impure of heart for purchased gold; 
Two crusted pennies on his eyes— 
A smitch of comfort in the cold! 

And he, imparadised in clay, 
Yields compost measured to his size. 
As sudden green outbreaks the mould 
In rough unhindered enterprise. 

Belied, the once- wild heart he sold 
For cumbered coin he can't assay; 
The trade he staked on loaded dice 
Flung mortal dreams a world away. 

Yet from him in his wintering. 
The tiniest of grasses spring! 
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Love Song 



That night in Central Park, we two 
Stared at the rippled waters of 
The placid lake; and only you 
And I, so much we were in love, 
Heard singing where no birdsong was, 
Rich in the pulse; and you and I 
Over the dark and starlit glass 
Kissed as the brown ducks glided by. 

So still it was great stars burned out 
In flakes on the unruffled air; 
And quiet as our hearts were not 
The shadows of the shy birds were; 
The sleeping wind stirred in the west; 
Immense and infinite and deep. 
Night leaned against time's lovely breast 
With half-the-world asleep. 



V 



Two as One 



When wolf is brother to the lamb 
And cows find hurdles on the moon 
And playful cats bed down with mice 
And spiders ravel what they weave. 

When weeds refuse to crab the grass 
And light stews greenness out of leaves 
And pines don't shade new growth to death 
And nothing weather-breeds a storm. 

Then two as one shall be as naught 
Yet I so ciphered round and true, 
A perfect nullity, will seek 
The new dimension that is you. 
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Hearthstone 



Home again to my world secure, 
I find her touch in everything. 
An opulence no life can be 
Without and stiU be welcome guest. 

Yet even with the house shipshape. 
Herself not there when I come in. 
The rooms become a vacuum. 
The freshness stale despite her skill. 

Sometimes I fret at differences 
Between us, yet intemperance 
So ill becomes her, she forgives 
My faults but not the fool I play. 

I cannot move but in her faith, 

I cannot live but in her love. 

She keeps the hearthstone we two share 

And home is all because of her. 
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opening Leaf 



When under the candid eye of the sun. 
Ice burns in wheel-ruts, the slightest wisp 
Of a folded leaf bursts its green-quUled sheath 
On the prickly thorn as the wind comes crisp. 

And the murmur of leaf on opening first 
In fair morning dew its new-green blade 
Is an augur of rose as winter is hearsed 
In acquisitive time— when sweetness is made! 
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Commitment 



The incorruptible earth suffers mankind 
His multiple invasion. She's not concerned 
How dialectics paralyze his mind. 
Or how his broken tortured poor, interned 
Within the concentration camp, can hope; 
Or who lies shattered on the ugly rack, 
Or who hangs limp from the impulsive rope, 
Or who bears crooked crosses on his back. 

To her who gives life, what increase is given? 

Yet she, as patient as a mother is 

Who waits her son's return as he is driven 

Back to her amplitude of quietness. 

Takes him to her sweet breast and holds him there 

Like a tired child who sleeps on unaware. 
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Clay for Chinaware 

Dachau— A Dramatic Monologue 



Observe the perfect ear 
Anatomic in design 
On every teacup ; note 
The flawless lucent throat; 
The beaming gold-rimmed line; 
The texture, white and clear; 

And how the rose and leaf 
And thorny gnarls bestow 
An air of liveness to 
The porcelain; the hue 
Is like the transfused glow 
Of human flesh. In brief, 

The plasma in the clay 
Involves the porous sill 
As fluent lymph the blood. 
Unlock the watered mud 
And loam is miracle. 
Auspicious in decay. 

You spurn our myths; but must 
Our craftsmanship be spurned? 
Skill of eye and mind. 
Not hand alone, refined 
Teutonic art interned 
In imbricated crust. 
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So they were Jews, whose earth 
Rotted, whose stink made rich 
This ditch of cemetery. 
It's hate we had to bury! 
Chinaware or Jew! Which 
Has a minuscule of worth? 

Tiiis enterprise is bread. 
And not the rankling dole. 
If orders call a halt. 
Feed us by default. 
Deny the heart its sole 
Ichorous fountainhead! 

Still no \ Then you refuse 
To let us live our lives? 
By The Lord Saviour Christ, 
This merchandise is priced 
So that a body thrives ! 
Germans we are— not Jews ! 

Then, pardon! We will close; 
We'll bar the door tonight 
Right now? It can be now. 
But first, my friend, see how 
Frail china in sunlight 
Reflects the teacup's rose! 
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/ Shall 



Ride my littie horse 
Like a charger up the sky. 
His wings spread wide. 
His forelegs high. 
With earth-dew at my feet. 
Moon-dew on my face. 
And the planet's gravitation 
Holding me in place. 

IshaU 

Canter on the skyway. 

Nor swerve from the course. 

My five senses gaited 

To my little horse; 

Hunger for the lovely. 

Heart-break for the sweet 

War-youth lately come 

To Eternity Street. 

I shall 

Tell of the envenomed 

Lusts that bridle men. 

How the world's gone wrong 

(And threatens to, again) 

As a million starry eyes 

Blink to hide the tears 

They have hidden from the earth's 

Sad children down the years. 
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I shall 

Mark the burning stars 

For the innocent who lose 

Tomorrows to the ruthless 

Who despoil them as they choose; 

And my little horse will kick 

Stars like golden pebbles flung 

In sparks from his hooves 

For the imperishable young! 
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Water Witch 



Ballad for a Coal-Black Tom 



The coal-black cat and the chipmunk sat, 
A verandah's length between them; 
All stillness crouched in a feline frame. 
The cat was slick as the chipmunk tame. 
And never O never his yellow eyes 
Betrayed his arrested energies, — 
The steely limbs beneath his coat. 
Desire latched from guUet to throat,— 
And he stared as if his horizon were 
Beyond the creature in striped fur. 

The chipmunk sat with the coal-black cat, 
A verandah's length between them; 
Her deep-brown irises transfixed 
And dread and decorum intermixed. 
She disputed the blood in its fiery urge 
As the pulse endured the arterial scourge; 
Yet held her fear with assumed repose. 
For never O never would she disclose 
The verandah's stoven slat, where she 
Preempted an open sesame. 
And momentwise could escape a death 
With no test word for a shibboleth. 

The fabulous strength in the tiny length 

Of the furred chipmunk was amazing; 

Her small heart burned as her bloodstream churned. 

Her glistered eyes stirred, blazing; 

Her limbs recoiled as she caught a glance 
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Of the big tom's furious iron stance 

And before his muscled and tractable paws 

Held her broken neck in his blasphemous jaws. 

She leaped, a current of lightning, from 

The immobilized and terrible tom, 

Who barricaded the unhinged slat. 

Till his obstinate sleek was skeletal fat. 

And he eased him through with unhurrying grace 

To trouble the leaves in the hiding place. 

The coal-black cat sat licking his chops. 

As feUne gourmets do; 

With never a care he sniffed the air 

And sneezed a soft kerchoo I 

And he sniffled a sniff and cherished the whiff 

And laid him down for a snooze, 

As a chipmunk choir with chipmunk ire 

Sang the chipmunk blues ; 

But the atavistic materialistic 

Tom with the tigery brain 

Gave a feline start as his feral heart 

Set him loose on the prowl again. 
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Nine Little Pigs 



The nine little pigs are pink and white. 
And they bruise their baby shoulders. 
And their squirming epiderms worry the sow. 
The poor old sow who doesn't know how 
To keep them stiU as they suckle and grunt. 
And butt their heads and buckle and bunt 
The bellying side of that rippled hide 
Provided with swollen boulders. 

The poor old sow has a porcine face 

For to scare the hair off a kitten; 

An unkissable face is no disgrace 

For a porker whose dugs are bitten; 

Reclined in the sty, she bears the hurt, 

Her babies bunched like a scalloped skirt. 

Their pink- white bottoms a pleated grin. 

Their immaculate hams still a bit too thin. 

For the suckling pigs must take their lumps 

And mature as shoats with sizeable rumps, 

O they'll have to get used to thwacking thumps. 

And beware of barbs and electric fence, 

A headstall, sledge, and a butcher's knife— 

For a farmer with grim impenitence 

Won't bat an eyelash in taking a life! 

But the sow twists her head with a look benign 

At her infant world in a world porcine 

(A euphoric sense a pig's divine) 

Though one of them's lost his place in Line, 
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Fot their tongues are soft— O soft and light 
Are the tongues of her darlings, pink and white. 
As they take their fill, sweet drink, not swill. 
The nine little pigs, the darlings ! 

O never enough! O never enough 

Is there drink for each little devil! 

A piggywig shout, and they tumble about 

In discontented revel! 

And the old sow flails their upturned tails. 

And the piglets hoink and squeal. 

As one and all assault the wall. 

And rebuked, climb over each other and fall. 

And jostle and jaunce and jolt and lurch. 

Their sensitive snouts in preoccupied search. 

Till resigned at last to no fresh repast 

The intemperate brood nuzzles closer; 

And the poor old sow content with her lot. 

So glad they've gotten what's theirs to be got. 

Counts nine little pairs of transparent ears 

And prays for the health of her porky dears 

To the god of the sky (the Porcine Eye 

That keeps watch as well as it can) 

To bless their rest and preserve them undrest— 

And the devil with moral man! 
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Ballad ofEudora 



Eudora, a hellion, brash and fair. 
Clean as a breath of mountain air. 
Lithe as a sapling growing up, 
Had a tongue that could chip a porcelain cup; 
Her face was warm as an April day 
Telling the earth spring's come to stay. 
And her hips were wide enough to hold 
Generations manifold. 

Eudora's youth was a shameful riot. 
She came naturally by it. 
Folks, predicting she'd end in shame. 
Clucked dispraise about her name; 
But she, like a heifer who charges fences 
And sees stars splatter about her senses. 
Shook off gossip when young men were 
Pillars of flame because of her. 

Eudora knew what there was to know: 

The earthy pulse of the way things go; 

Her throbbing blood like a singing choir 

Divinely caroling her heart's desire. 

In church when the young men sidled past her. 

What if the minister preached disaster 

As he thumped on the lectern till the oak stand shook 

With his thumping as he quoted from The Holy Book! 
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Eudora's flesh didn't thrive on prayer : 
Her soft dove's eyes went everywhere; 
And everywhere for a breathless second 
A young man hoped it was he she beckoned; 
The oldsters grinned, but the women loosed 
Invective on a chit who'd come home to roost 
As a daughter-in-law, the Lord forbid! 
Sure as God made apples, Eudora did. 

Not a hand-me-down, but the likeliest fellow 
Eudora picked for her marriage pillow; 
The likes of her had the gall to choose 
An up-and-coming farmer with the liveliest thews ; 
A proper man, she had snared him proper. 
With many to warn him and no one to stop her. 
For he was a man and a woman was she— 
A white birch leaning on a maple tree. 
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Vermont Theorist 



We never understood his ways 
Except to laugh at what he said. 
And though he knew our minds were shut 
Tighter than wood, he went ahead 
And drew a blueprint of a dream, 
Man's world as man's world ought to be. 
And what he saw in humankind 
Was never given us to see. 

Not that we meant to see what was ! 
God knows we had no eyes for seeing. 
The stubbled land we worked was hard; 
The soil we turned was in our being; 
The wood we cut was in our blood; 
The fence we piled to keep apart 
Somehow held us fast as stone— 
The stone, he said, was in our heart. 

The heart of Ephraim shut him out. 

We did not have the mother wit 

To match the compass of his mind 

Exceedingly appropriate 

To scorn our practicable ways. 

He reached but could not touch the stars; 

A martyr to our insolence. 

No man was prouder of his scars. 
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Admit the error of his creed 
Was loving mankind and not man. 
(It is an old extravagance 
Of an unmanageable plan.) 
He died, as some men die, of grief; 
His brain Uke shattered porcelain 
Broke months before; yet once he died. 
The heart of Ephraim took him in. 
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Sometime Neighbor 



We're sometime neighbors, separated by 
More than a mountain even if the sky- 
Is non-committal and holds a star or two 
For you to keep from an opposing view 
And make a song of for the heart's shy pain; 
And yet your contumelious disdain 
Not only of the sycophant but friend 
Permits you not the slightest to unbend. 
Such arrogance as mars your heart does not 
Intrude upon the music you begot. 
For we upon the hilltop hear your voice 
And cherish it, a preferential choice. 
Since you have come as soft as light upon 
The upthrust coral branches of the dawn 
With meadow reed. Puck's wit, and woodland tabor- 
But not come in as neighbor ought, to neighbor. 
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The Water Witch 



He cut a switch from an apple tree. 
Two-pronged as a witching wand should be, 
And he asked us to pick him a random place 
And he'd find water if there was a trace 
Of water hidden under ground. 
If there was water, it would be found. 
So we picked the scrub this side the field 
Where stone was all the land could yield. 
He knew we'd picked him something hard 
Like shale-stone and discarded shard, 
The useless leavings of a time 
When ice at variance with slime 
Slid down the chaos, and made the land 
And water. (Unplanned? Or was it planned?) 
But that was what he had expected 
From us whose doubt he had detected; 
And if our grins could not but doubt him. 
He'd show us who we were to flout him; 
He'd toe the line without a quirk. 
Knowing how water spirits lurk 
In wood, and only the blessed can 
Make them servitors of man; 
He'd work the magic of the rod 
And have us take him true, by God! 

A spell came over the spelling man. 

The ichor of his frenzy ran. 

He stood transfixed with the prongs between 

His fingers and thumbs so he could be seen 
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Pointing the witching wand elbows high. 

Level with earth and the open sky. 

His face was lean and his frame was spare. 

His hands were hard as a farmer's are. 

And he held the switch firm as he could. 

And wondered if we had understood 

He would find us water if water was there. 

He couldn't weave water right out of the air. 

He couldn't put water into a spout: 

He was the agent for driving it out. 

He paced some rods with his nose to the scent 
And turned right angle with no intent 
To mount the steep at the fringe of wood. 
The rod stood level where he stood. 
Then he turned right back and passed the spot 
Where he'd first begun when his blood ran hot. 
And tracked the scrub in a new direction 
To encourage our minding his defection. 
The divining rod in his mighty grip 
Moved not a jot on this dowsing trip. 

He warily crossed a slivered ledge 

Where the shale-stone's tight as a mountain wedge. 

And he halted as if his dynamic will 

Had been magnetized by the stony hill. 

He leveled the rod. The rod made an arc 

Of ninety degrees to the petrified bark 

To tell there was water: a river, a spring. 
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A trickle, at best; but wet was the thing. 
He concluded his chore by finding a place 
A farmer had worked in the sweat of his face 
And come on dry clod, the land was so poor. 
And magic or no, one thing remains sure: 
Physics equates the proper proportion 
Of force upon matter resulting in torsion. 
Our faith in the witch need never be shaken: 
The myth is a fact and our science mistaken! 
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The Ridge 



Song for the Greenwood Fawn 



The gteenwood fawn at the hidden brook 
In the green green wood, O lovely! 
Shudders a fly oflF her dappled coat 
And watches a leaf, light raft afloat. 
Skip and swirl to the edge of the pool. 
Where the shadows of stone are shaded cool. 
Nor ever moves on her horned hooves 
In the green green wood, O lovely! 

The greenwood fawn sees her own shy face 

The silver water mirrors. 

And the water washes her black furred nose. 

As a dragonfly in emerald clothes 

Darts from a branch to a stunted hedge 

And swoops past a shrub to light on a ledge. 

Where a trout shoots by, sleek submarine. 

Dark green against the summer green. 

And the fawn never moves on her horned hooves 

In the green green wood, O lovely! 

O the greenwood fawn's a statue of bronze. 

Yet quivers like a stricken 

Warm live thing as the uncoiled spring 

Of terror makes her quicken; 

Caw-caw echoes the caw-caw cry, 

A black bird warning peril's nigh. 

And the fawn's white tail is a little white broom 

Dusting the door to a ferny room 

In the green green wood 

In the green green wood 

Of the greenwood fawn, O lovely! 
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The Quarrel 



The little hates between them had begun 
And so when she ran up the pasture slope 
To get away from him, he let her run, 
A wet wind at her back. She took some rope 
To scare him if she could, which she could not. 
He watched the moon mark an imprudent path 
Beyond the cropped grass to the sugar lot. 
His mind was on his chores and on her wrath. 

The milk-train's whistle hooted like a horn 
Soured by time. He heard a shuddering freight 
Heave its asthmatic thunder through the corn; 
In the wet mist the cows lowed at the gate. 
And off he went for chores. When he returned. 
He found her fixing breakfast unconcerned. 
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A Place Gone By 



Where the river makes an oxbow turn 
A house had a secure beginning; 
Whatever the reason, the homestead's bare. 
A surly wind is having its inning : 

Its thumbs have depressed the gabled roof; 
The clapboards are black with cracks between. 
The flaky paint is most rained off— 
Yet the unworked land is showing green. 

The earth will be cared for whether or not 
There are living to tend a place gone by, 
For the grass will grow to refute the fact 
An abandoned house has been left to die. 
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Summer Shower 



The slim white birch is a lovely lady. 
She leans on the wind in the maple brush 
As the brook rebukes the hermit thrush, 
Curving its song where the world is shady. 

From the throat of the bird no music comes; 
The unsubdued water roars on stone; 
A cloud, heaving shoulders like a roan. 
Fast flies the thunder's pommelling drums. 

Down comes the rain, a vast winding sheet; 
"Whistles the wind, lamenting loud. 
As cedar and hemlock bear the shroud 
With runlets laving their rooted feet. 

And the cloudburst over, the leaves in turn 
Assume green shades of livelier green. 
As through the mist, the sun's gold screen 
Transfigures grass and feathery fern. 

And the birch, renewed, nods in the air; 
She sways, and trembles ever so slightly. 
Wearing the cope of evening lightly 
And a coral comb in her wet green hair! 
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Five Clear Eggs 



Found: five clear eggs in a flycatcher's nest 
On the half-screened porch. I didn't know 
As I finished the job on my day of rest 
Where the flycatcher was as I uttered, Oh! 

And what to do with the work complete. 
And a nest sheared off" the high eave's edge? 
(Alerted in her obscure retreat. 
No bird dared approach the reachable ledge.) 

So I left the door of the porch wide open. 
Left the nest and the threatened eggs alone. 
Left in pursuit of my perturbed hope in 
The flycatcher's instinct to claim her own. 

Unassured, I returned soon after the current 
Crisis forewarned me all wasn't well; 
The eggs, white moon to their five ends, weren't 
Starred in a brooch of nest hair and shell; 

But a ragged tooth's fragment, rough-broken in two, 
By the chipmunk's hole at the side of the house 
Affirmed why the thrush-hke flycatcher flew 
Around and around the apple boughs. 
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Birdsongfor Rain 



The familiar birds were calling for water, 
Their unlabored watersong crying for rain, 
As the unmeditated summer heat 
Sank in thick swathes on the tumbled grain. 

Through the lilac bush and abutting maples 
On the lawn where the house had been leaved 
Since the roof-tree first appeared on the hill. 
The thirsting impatient bird-throats grieved. 

Round as a gold-piece molten in fire, 

The sun was unambushed flame as the drouth. 

An imponderable cobra, coiled 

In crouched rings at the earth's dry mouth. 

The gathering contrapuntal choir 
In unspoiled voices proscribed the spell; 
Sterterous thunder overwhelmed 
Music— and water fell. 
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World in the Woods 



Though the ill-used path and trodden fern 
Told of no song, the animate word 
Of water like a chattering bird 
Livened the brook at tree-root and turn. 

And here where the sun seldom achieves 
Solar perspective, a young deer's skull 
Lay topside up— an unbeautiful 
Relic allotted to last year's leaves. 

With my boot I glagerly touched the thin 
Papery bone that flaked at once. 
As a knob of snow after winter suns 
Trickled drop by drop on the under-chin. 

Music the bird- voiced water told 
Closed on my heart, not unaware 
Of the useless skull, as the brook's loud air 
And the intimate song in the vein ran cold. 



The Fox 



Incutsive on the frozen snow. 
Wary blaze in vulpine eyes. 
Islanded in solitude. 
The fox in moonlight on the rise 
Kept his stance as I my own, 
Chaos in him as in me, 
Shut in the inviolate 
Aorta, stinging icily. 

Malice in him; yet he knew 
I too with infected will 
Had set my trap, a stratagem 
As secretive as his own skill; 
The semblance of his evU, mine; 
Mine as his; when in the numb 
Absolute of silence, he 
Disappeared as he had come. 



49 



Birds in a Steeple 



The jargon well-fed birds proclaim 

In the uptilted steeple 
Resounds in the forsaken church 

Charred black and fireweed purple; 

Their clamor is an off-key scream. 

Obstreperous in mid-air. 
Yet loudest in the wooden arch 

Where crowded starlings are. 

Abruptly the assertive whirrs 

Echo in the empty pews. 
Nor perish where parishioners 

Lie stiff in Sunday clothes. 

Eying his profitable fruit 

The spoil of thieves, a farmer 
Counts unrecoverable loot 

On wing from spire to dormer. 

He shoojfs them, but their rapid cries 
And fluttering unnerve his 

Equilibrium; as they rise 

He profanes the monstrous service. 

The birds fly off in pairs, and turn 

In perfect echelon. 
Voicing their easy unconcern: 

Begone! Begone! Begone! 



JO 



Song before Dark 



Dark is the song of the wood thrush singing; 
It falls from the thicket over the rise 
In innocent and consummate pleading, 
Contemplative as the day that dies ; 

And in the downland over the meadow 
The echo is clear in the cooling air 
As the dusk unfurls its prodigious shadow 
Leaving lonely phantoms everywhere. 

Nothing's disturbed. The telegraph wires 
Hum their efficient ambiguous tune 
As the hilltop firs with their ragged spires 
Are as yet unfavored by the moon. 

Down from the upland the song returning 
Is woodwind piercing the wetted grain. 
And the hungry heart with desire burning 
Is half-relieved of its hoveriag pain! 
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The Birdless Nest 



I have held a bird's nest in my hand 
And caressed each instinct-woven strand 
Till my heart asked every empty bough. 
Who of aU the birds is homeless now? 

Whether it was robin, thrush, or lark 
Whose tired wiags fluttered in the dark. 
Its senses bankrupt, thrust itself upon 
My heart as if the bird's heart were my own. 

Spider web and moss and cat-taU fluff 
And dandelion down are proof enough 
No living thing but builds against the deep 
Inexplicable miracle of sleep 
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Fit Remembrance 



I should not want the quarried slate 
Or granite to perpetuate 
My memory when I am gone. 
It is not fit. I fought with stone 
Too long to have its weight upon 
The locked earth underneath whose sod 
I measure less than half a rod. 

To know I was, may my bones be 
Tied to the anonymity 
Of hidden roots so intertwined 
The man I was becomes defined 
In one tall maple tree whose shade 
Falls gratefully where I am laid. 
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Green at Dusk 



Green at dusk and nile at noon 
Have much to commend them for their hues; 
If choice of color is mine to choose 
Green at dusk is the one I make. 

Light of morning wakes rye to green 
The sun will bleach as day grows large; 
Let clouds erupt a powered charge, 
The shock turns fields to emerald. 

But twilight keeps a dyestufffor 
The heart's wry mood, as hills expose 
A nib of gold that burns and goes 
Out, embered in sunlit amber. 
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The Pawn 

(To Edmund Pennant) 



Brought up short by the sight of me 
Invading her mountain privacy, 
How could the fawn count me as one 
Who walked the woods without a gun? 

Unmoving, bound, her living sense 
Apprised of our alien difference. 
She stood for an instant at the brook 
As terror held her stiff as rock. 

How could she teU my hunger apart 
From the hungry urge of the hunter's heart. 
Or know the singing in me was 
Her beauty burnishing the grass? 

Eyes that were gentle fires became 
Desperately dark with flame 
As if her wary nerves defined 
The aching tremor of the mind. 

Her bronze coat quivered; her split hooves sped 
Noiselessly to her secret bed- 
But, oh, the pain in her startled eyes 
Is wild in my heart ! How deep it lies ! 



// 



Fallen Elm 



Whoever had felled the elm 
Had not cut it clean at all. 
For it bled till falling snow- 
Healed the wound with a silver caul. 

The trunk, enameled in ice 
Veined white as a crystal sheath. 
Lay stiff in face of the wind's 
New voice through its winter teeth. 

Whatever it was that warmed 
The elm to the roots in soil 
Was as merciful as spring 
Warming the heart of the bole 

Bound to the stump by a tongue 
Of wood like a navel cord, 
A mother sustaining a child 
In its embryonic world 

Until it could breach the wall. 
And did,— as each upright stem. 
Leaves in the bud, burst green 
From the fallen wine-glass elm. 
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Indwelling 

{To R. F. on his Both Birthday) 



No one has ever heard 
The song of a brook reply- 
To watersong that startles 
The listener passing by. 

And still the voice of the brook 
Sings in its varied course. 
Yet never the self-same voice 
Reveals the pulse at its source. 

Except for a surface freeze 
And a trickle or two in ice. 
No one has ever touched 
Running water twice. 

Music falls from the rock 
That yields not any response. 
Something like heaven's withheld 
To be touched, if at all, but once. 
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Translations 

from the Italian of Carlo Betocchi 
il cut sogno vince la realta 



Le coglitrici d'ireos 



Ireos, colore d'indaco, nel cui fondo io consumo 
ogni ricotdo quando, le mattine d'inverno, 
fredde, schiarito il cielo, lungo un orlo d'eterno, 
vanno del disillusi azzurri ululando in un incubo; 

sulla costa grigiastra pigramente lampeggiavano 
le lame verdi delle foglie del giaggioli, 
donne su sedie basse, rigirando tra i pollici 
terree radici, coi coltellini le sbucciavano; 

a dai colmi canestri, tuberi bianchi, d'ireos 
odoravano Faria suUe prode alia squallida 
poverta delle mie sorelle in amore, ed io so 

die sotto gU occhi delle piu giovani, in un sogno 
passeggiava avvenente con la mia testa una pallida 
citta di torri bianche nel turchino profondo. 
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Iris Gatherers 



Iris, color of indigo, in whose depth I consume 
every remembrance when, on cold winter mornings 
the sky's light thrown on the rim of eternity, 
the disenchanted heavens fly, howling in a nightmare: 

the green blades of the leaves of the irises 
coruscated lazily along the graying coast; 
women on low seats, turning earthy roots 
in their thumbs, pared them with small knives ; 

and from the baskets, full to the brim, white iris tubers 
made the air fragrant from the shores to the squalid 
poverty of my sisters in love, and I know 

that under the eyes of the younger girls, in a dream 
there walked lovely before them, as in my own mind, 
a pallid city of white towers in the deep dark blue. 
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Delhmbra 



Un giorno di primavera 
vidi I'ombra d'un'albatrella 
addormentata sulk biughiera 
come una timida agnella. 

Era lontano il suo cuore 
e stava sospeso nel cielo; 
nel mezzo del raggiante sole 
bruno, dentro un bruno velo. 

Ella si godeva il vento; 
solitaria si rimuoveva 
per far quell'albero contento : 
di fiammelle, qua e la, ardeva. 

Non aveva fretta o pena; 
altro che di sentir mattino, 
poi il suo meriggio, poi la sera 
con il suo fioco cammino. 

Fra tante ombre che vanno 
continuamente all 'ombra eterna, 
e copron la terra d'inganno 
adoravo quest'ombra ferma. 

Cosi, talvolta, tra noi 
scende questa mite apparenza, 
che giace, e sembra che si annoi 
neU'erba e nella pazienza. 
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Shade and Shadow 



One day in spring I saw 
the shadow of a tree 
asleep upon the heath 
like a timid lamb 

whose heart was far away, 
suspended, still and frail, 
against the strong sun, brown 
within a brown veil. 

The shade joyed in the wind, 
moved lonely and discerned 
how that would please the tree; 
in flame, the shadow burned 

not in haste or pain 
except to feel the day, 
then noon and evening 
in its feeble way. 

Of many shades that go 

to the eternal meadow 

and cover the earth with deceit, 

I adored this quiet shadow. 

So among us from time to time 
this mild semblance may appear 
that lies weary in the grass 
at what it must endure. 
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Nuvole hianche 



Pane, dissi, pane 
bianco la nuvola 
che I'azzurro consuma; 

come i bambini 
e i vecchi mangiano 
sbocconcellando, 

e qualche briciola 
cade nel regno 
delle cose perdute, 

dove vagano mute 
alia cerca, bruciando, 
lenostre anime; 

pane bianco, 
e ogni altro pane 
d'azzimi e di focaccie, 

a ogni altro cuore 
emigrante 
verso le colline, 

sono le nuvole bianche. 
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White Clouds 



Bread, I said, white bread 

the cloud 

the blue sky consumes; 

as children 

and the old take it, 

biting it in small mouthfuls, 

and some crumbs fall 
to the kingdom 
of lost things, 

where our souls, burning, 
wander speechless 
in search: 

white bread 

and all unleavened 

bread and cake 

to every other heart 
emigrating 
toward the hills 

are white clouds. 
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// dormente 



lo mi destai con un profondo 
ricordo del mio sonno 
Dalla mia veglia guardavo 
il mio corpo dormente; 
era giorno, era un chiaro 
giorno silente. 

Quando le sere d'estate 
esalan profumate 
tenebre sul fiume, un uomo 
giace sopra la riva 
addormentato dal suono 
deU'onda viva. 

Passano sopra H tuo viso 
I'ombre del paradiso 
lunare, tra i flessuosi 
salici e il lieve vento ; 
celano gridi amorosi 
I'erbe d'argento. 

Vento e prati fluttuando 
muoiono con un blando 
fiotto e la, presso il suo corpo, 
come a un'isola viva 
da un mare languido e smorto 
il flutto arriva. 
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The Sleeper 



I awoke in profound 
remembrance of my sleep. 
In my waking, I stared 
at my sleeping body; 
it was day, it was a 
clear silent day. 

When summer evenings 
exhale sweet-scented 
darkness on the river, 
a man lies on the bank 
asleep and lulled 
by the moving tide. 

The shades of lunar 
paradise amid the waving 
willows and easy wind 
pass over his face; 
Silvery grasses hide 
lovers' cries. 

Winds and fields fluctuating 
die in a subdued current 
and there, near his body 
as to a living island 
in a languid and wan sea 
the wave comes on and on. 
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Presso il suo corpo si rompe 
queirinefFabil fonte; 
e il suo respiro leggero 
di creatura che dorme 
scioglie nell'etereo cielo 
azzurre forme. 
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That ineffable source 
breaks beside his body; 
and the light breath of 
his being that sleeps 
releases blue shapes 
in the ethereal sky. 
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Notes 



p. 4 Churchyard at Depiford: Christopher Marlowe is supposed 
to have been buried in the churchyard of St. Nicholas, 
bombed out during World War II, and still badly in need 
of repair in 1956. Worlanen had moved a sarcophagus 
from the church into the yard and removed the lid. Sar- 
cophagi are made of limestone to cause rapid disintegra- 
tion of bodies. 

p. 9 Saint Francis in the Square received the Annual Award of the 
Poetry Society in America in 1958. It appeared in Cliv^a 
in an Italian rendering by Franco Simongini, a modern 
Italian poet. 

p. 1 2 Kemonstrance was written for Ridgely Torrence, who had 
received the generous $5000 Award from The Academy 
of American Poets. 

p. 22 Clay for Chinaware is based on this article that appeared in 
The New York Times, September 11, 1949: "At Dachau, 
one of the most notorious of the Nazi concentration camps, 
situated on the marshy plain northwest of Munich, 300,000 
racial, religious and political prisoners were put to death. 
Today in much of the Dachau area there are plowed fields. 
The known graves of the Dachau victims are supposed to 
be "maintained" by the Bavarian State under a 1945 Allied 
directive, but most have an unkempt look. The grass over 
some of them has been harvested for goat fodder. 

"Last Wednesday, beside a railway spur near the site of 
the concentration camp, German workmen started digging 
into the earth. They were hired by a Munich company 
which had rented the land from the German state railways 
and hoped to sell the clayey earth to pottery manufacturers. 
The workmen turned up many human bones. 

"As the news spread, there were protests. A survivor of 
Dachau said that the workmen were digging into a mass 
grave of 2,000 Nazi victims. The company claimed that 
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the bones were those of persons who had lived on the site 
five centuries ago. Allied representatives said that the com- 
pany's statement was outrageous. On Thursday the Mili- 
tary Government ordered the desecrated graves closed and 
said: "The persons responsible for laxity in this regard 
will be held accountable." 

p. 24 I Shall received an Annual Award of the Poetry Society of 
America in 1949. 

p. 34 Vermont Theorist: The town, Ephraim, is pronounced 
E-frem. 

p. 48 World in the Woods was anthologized in The Saturday Re- 
view Keader No. j and in the Borestone Mountain Poetry 
Awards. 

p. 57 Indwelling, Fit Kemembrance, Elegy, "Love Song, and Summer 
Shower appeared in Italian translation by Liliana Scalero 
in her anthology, Pagine di Poesia. 

p. 60 Carlo Betocchi (1899- ) is a modernist with deep roots 
in traditional poetry. His metaphysical verses won him the 
$1500 Premio Viareggio in 195 5, the highest award given 
in Italy, one comparable to the Bollingen in this country. 
He makes his home in Florence. The poems were pub- 
lished in Italian by Vallecchi Editore. 
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